WENGEN, FOR SCHEIDEGG, BERNESE

OBERLAND
January

ALREADY HAVE YOU been introduced to Wengen when
its doughty representatives arrived for the great curling
match at Miirren. Distances are deceptive in Switzer-
land: places seem close to each other on the map, yet to
change your locality it is nearly always necessary to
descend one mountain and go up another.

To change from Miirren to Wengen you must follow
this process; from Wengen you can actually continue
your 2,ooo-feet ascent to Scheidegg without altering your
mode of transport. In any case, it has to be the railway,
for there are no roads up to any of these places.

In the summer you can walk; Mendelssohn (probably
whistling a song or two without words) strode gallantly
over the Wengen Alp one June a hundred years ago,
and wrote a description worthy of the greatest letter-
writers*

Wengen is a nice place, if not quite as nice as Mtirren*
The atmosphere is similar to Miirren (big seaside hotel
with a dash of the Berkeley), except that at Wengen one
misses that dash of the Berkeley. You rather feel, after
tea, that the books on the laps in the lounge will drop
sharply to the floor in surprise should you deviate from
the Wengen-ke outlook.

Certainly, books went down and lorgnettes went up
when, on my arrival, and feeling rather lonely, a lovely
Swedish blonde, obviously the belle of the place, put
both arms round my neck and warmly embraced me:
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